THE BEST SCHOOL-MASTER

yard of Kildrohid, close to their own gateway. That was
a long look back, but Molly's memory went further off
still, for she could tell of wilder times of war and havoc;
of how as a little child she had heard people speak
of the red days at Drogheda and Wexford, when Crom-
well imagined that he had found a final method of dealing
with the Irish question. This wonderful old woman, who
had seen more of actual war than had many of the
generals by whose military knowledge and experience
Mr. Pitt just at this moment fondly hoped he was going
to stop the French Eevolution, was said to be about one
hundred and thirty years of age.

But Charles Napier and his brothers had the benefit
of one outside teacher, the value of whose teaching to
them it would not be easy to exaggerate; out of doors
and indoors, on the river and the mountain, their father
was their best school-master. From him Charles Napier
learned a thousand lessons of truth and justice, of
honour in arms, of simplicity in life, of steady purpose,
of hatred for pomp and show and empty-headed pride,
of pity for the poor, of sympathy with the oppressed, of
fearless independence of character, which those who care
to follow us through these pages will find growing in
profusion along the pathway of his life, plants none of
which ever withered from the moment they were planted
in these youthful days, but many of which were only
to blossom into full luxuriance in the autumn of existence.
When full fifty years have passed by we shall find the
lessons sown along the Liffey, and amid the Wicklow
hills, bearing their rich harvest in distant scenes by the
shores of mighty Eastern rivers and under the shadows
of Himalayan mountains. It has been said that the